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HE erect figure stepping
daintily along the smooth
highway bore little re-
semblance to that great
army of wanderers 190
which it was in actual ex-
perience closely allied.
The long, 8gray cape,
though pale in ceolor from
vears of exposure to wind
and weather, was neat
and the
poke bonnet, resewn and
pressed by the wearers
hands, was adorned with
ribbons which had passed
through various stages in
color during the memory
of man, and now emerged
from the dver's hands a
vivid green, quite at vari-
ance with the foliage of
the pink roses which
nodded cheerily from
among its carefully ironed

spotless; wide

folds. The roses had the
best of it — a triumph of nature over art; for. they
had been cut from a bush in the old Seaboro ceme-
tery less han an hour age, and their stems
were packed in wet moss, Wwhich filled the bon-
net's spacious crown “Jt keeps the head cool, and
works harm to no one,”” Serepta lHanscom graciously ex-
plained to herself—the one person to whom she felt ex-
planation f her conduct due “It always did seem to

me a little tawdry to adorn one’s seif with imitation when
the

the real was close at hand.’ No one throughout
three countiss of which she counted herself a resident
would ever thought of calling Serepta Hanscom a
tramj 7 ot home was wher r the night found her
and her worl possessions were packed in the two ol i-
fashioned valises which she carried by her side, as she
roamed about the ountry at the happy dictates of her
own fanecy. Just what her origin and early history had
heen no one knew. and in the _score of yvears which had
passed s‘nce she fir ppeared among them, the coast
people had quite forgotten to wonder. Her speech was
that of an educated person, her manner reflected the pre-
cise elegance f the old-time seminary, but beyond cer-
tain mysterious hints xurious past and high con-
nections, Serepta H scom never explained herself, The
coldest of the winter months were usually spent in some
comfortable farmho where her skilful fingers and fer-
tile brain made he 1 welcome guest; but with the first
coming of spriag her restless feet were upon the highway
Once mors

It was a leisurel oad which she fellowed this sum-
mer morning: wild roses and bay leaves mingled their
fragrance by the wayside, and the breath of the sea
crept through til yw fir trees, There were long pauses

in well-remembered nooks, for the road from Seaboro to

Rocky Cove was an old favorite with Miss Haascom; and
from movce than one cottage upon the way there sounded
a fylendly greeting which detained her for a brief chat

It was noontime when she reached the hilltop, where an

epening in the trees gave a first glimpse of the wide bay
Seregpta drew a deep brea of satisfactior “I never
shall winter so rar inland again,” she decided.

Halfway down the hill a white schoolhouse found
place among the blackberry bushes, and upon its doorstep
a youth and maiden sat. Serepta hastily changed her
glasses

“Squire Wellfleet's | and Mary Cullom’s Annie
she decided, thinking ailoud, as was her wont “Dear
dear, it was esterday 1 helped his mother cut off
his baby irls; and not longer than last week that Mary
Mansfield ran away from school to marry Silas Cullom.”
She ret d i teps a littie and ate her simple lunch
besjde the st e wall quite out of sight and hearing of
the Jittie schoolliouse Then, removing her bonnet, she
thoughtfully retrimmed it ‘Roses are pretty for morn-
ing, but yarrow and violets seem more appropriate for
afternoon she said, as she lifted her valises again.

The pai the schoolhouse step had risen now, for
children’s r¢ ng voices sounded shrilly in the distance,

There¢

Young mans

hour

and the

eacher's leisure

and the

was a flush upon her smooth cheek,

was over

face was full of disappeointment Serepta walked more
slowly “Dear, dear, it never did run smooth,” she said
to s st m irer, watching the pair with

“You're going to our house, of course?’ he continued.

Serepta hesitated. *Not this time.,” she said at last.
“I was there the last time 1 came to Rocky Cove—you
were away at college. 1 staved a week, and Emily Pease
and rome others felt slighted. I must make it up to them
this time. I only have two days to spare, for I must get
back to Seaboro for Captain Robert's golden wedding.
They wowdn't take no for an answer.” One of Serepta’s
greatest resources was her firm belief in the welcome
which awaited her at every house. BIE Mty

Three hours later, her gray cape removed and her
bonnet exchanged for a lace cap, Miss Hanscom moved
about a spacious kitchen of Rocky Cove, brewing for her-
self a eup of “afternoon tea” in a china teapot, which
was her Inseparable companion. Her hostess declined to
share the beverage, with the ascurance that she never
“ate betwe~en meals,”’ but was not averse, as it proved, to
a friendly gossip over the one cup.

Thie was Serepta’s first visit to the™little village for
the year, and even a homeless wayfarer may be a good

listener. The deaths and marryings of a fwelvemonth,

the winter's fishing and the new church supvly had been

and Mrs. Pease leaned thoughtfully back in
her chair in search of a fresh topic. “‘Squire Wellfleet's
folks are in a great takin’ about Ralph,” she announced.
Serepta was deeply interested, as her reply betrayed. “You
don’t tell me?” she remarked, dropping naturally into
the vernacular of the countryside. Mrs. FPease looked
gratified. All previous announcements had elicited from
her guest only a calm and eminently correct “Indeed.”
“They've always held their heads high and plahned
for Ralph to marry accordingly,” continued Mrs. Pease.
“But he's keeping company with Annie Cullom for all
they can say,or do. Mis' Wellfleet and the squire are
dreadfully worked up. Of Annie’'s a good little
girl, but Si Cullom wasn't nothing but a lobsterman,
though I suppose he's in heaven now, all the same. And
Mary's folks turning the cold shoulder to her kind of kept
them down. 1 always thought they might have come
around after 8i got drowned, but Mary died =so soon after,
it hardly give ‘em time. 1 guess the old lady's a good
deal influenced by her sons. Funny they stay away
and let that handsome place go to ruin, ain't it?”
Serepta rose to carry her cup and saucer to the sink;
her interest seemed to have departed. “Seems 10 me your
crimson rambler is blossoming early,” she said, politely.
“Could vou 8pare me a clusgter? [ expect to stop at Mrs.

exhausted,

course,

how

Captain Collier's tonight, and she is so likely to have
city company at this seasor They might consider the
VATTOW oOn |n$' bonnet an offense to good taste. [ dare
say you think me overparticular. Mrs. Pease, but you

may have heard that I am not of vour nationality.
great-grandfather was an Iinglish duke.”

“So I've been told,”” Mrs. replied,
“Your father was a younger son, - 4

“The younger son of a vounger explained the
of nobility, proudly. “My grandfather was cast off
by his family for making what they considered a mesal-
my grandmother was a relative—many times re-
moved—of the Wandering Jew. To her blood 1 attribute
my love for roving.”

My
Pease reverently.
wasn’'t he
son,”’

sclon

liance

“Do tell!” exclaimed Mrs. Pease, in unfeigned admira-
on

Serepta gently repacked her china and her tiny tea

chest. I am greatly indebted for the roses.” she de-
clared "By the way, speaking of the Mansfields, have

vou heard that madame was coming back for a time?
Well, 1 dare say, it is only a rumor. A bird of passage,
like myself, hears all sorts of stories. Do you think the
roses look best clustered or spread apart?”

The old stone house, built bv the earliest of the Mans-
fields a full century before, had been for a quarter of
that time gradually falling out of repair, and its lawns
were lonz since a tangled wilderness. The news that its
owner was about to return spread swiftly throughout the
little village of Rocky Cove, and careful watch was set
upon the highway along which the Mansfield carriage
and pair had taken their last departure, fully twenty
vears ago. No one thought of the water as a thotrough-
fare, or remembered the fabulous price which Madame
Mansfield’s oldest son had been reported to have paid for
a steam yacht a few years since. But it came about that
on a July morning, after a threatening night which left
the little harbor full of vessels, smoke was seen rising
from the wide chimneys of the old house, and a man-
gervant with a rusty axe made determined attacks upon
the tangle of shrubbery which obstructed the avenue to
the front porch. Later in the day an elderly woman in
plaid shaw! and gingham sunbonnet came forth from the
iron gate with a huge basket on her arm, and sought the
village store.

“Mother wants you to come over to tea Wednesday,” Ralph said.

and mother are unjust to you, Annie,”” the young man
§aiC, reproachiully

“You might as well be unhappy
another,” the girl replied, resolutely.
You unless they are willing.”

“Ahem!" coughed Serepta. The teacher disappeared
inside the building, and the young man came toward the
traveler, lifting his hat.

“*Aun: Serepta, | declare!” he said, cordially. “I can’'t
remember when I saw you last, Here, let me take your
valises; I'm sironger than when I used to tease to see
what was in them.”

Serepta dropped a deep curtsey.

from that cause as
1l can never marry

She was not accus-

tomed to receive deference from the voung men whom
she encountered, and usually avoided their society lest
sheg encounter open ridicule. “Thank you kindly, sir,”

shd said, as she yiclded the heaviest valise,

“She bought free, but not what you'd call lavish"
Silas Sterson, postmaster, grocer and general dealer, an-
nounced “Qld Mis' Mansfield never was what you'd call
extravagant, though in the cap'n's time they lived well
The woman says the old lady's aged some. She said she
didn’t know how long they was goin’ to stay, and she
said the boys wa'n’'t comin’ at present. That was about
all 1 got. She's kind of close-mouthed, I guess. She
speaks kind of like a foreigner, and her grammar's
dreadful poor 1 couldn't find out how they come. I
asked about the hosses, and she said the old lady never
went out, so she hadn't no use for such. I guess she’s
jest come back to die in the old place. Old Mis’ Mans-
field always did set peace and comfort a long ways ahead
of style. 1 wonder how Squire Willet's folks’ll take her
comin’ back. 1 "spose ‘taint Jiable (0 make much differ-
ence to Annie.”

It was a week later that Rocky Cove firet sueceeded
in opening communication with the mistress of the Mans-
field estate. A few old acquaintances had called, only to
be told by the elderly maidservant that Madame Mans-
field was unable to see them, and the village was forced
to await her recovery. The manservant, having cleared
the paths and made such repairs as were necessary to
render the place habitable, had disappeared, and his
place, after some delay, was filled by an elderly colored
man, whose duties seemed to be chiefly indoors, so that
Rocky Cove caught only rare glimpses of him. On a
sunny morning the old man came down the main street
of the viliage, hig shrunken figure ciad in a broadcloth
syit which the late Captain Mansfield, much against his
own inclination, had been persuaded to purchase for his
voungest son's wedding. Rocky Cove recognized the suit
with the correct vision of a community te which dress
suits are rare. "Miss’ Mansfield must get a lot by that nig-

ger to rig him up in the cap'n’'s weddin' clothes,” ob-
jected Silas Stetson.
“Like as anyway, she don't know he's got 'em.”” sugz-

gested a custemer, as he leaned from the doorway to
watch the old man make a leisurely tour of the street,
stopping to inquire his way of every passerby.

In less than half an hour Mrs, Squire Welifleet might
have bheen hurrying down the street to the dusty
office where her hushand transacted the law business of
Rocky Cove, “Just read this, Henry, for mercy sakes,™'
she urged, excitedly. The lawver held the dainty note
from hicy at arm’s length. 1t was written in the delicate
hand of a leng past generation,

“Madame Mansfield will be at home to her fricnds at
3 o'clock. It w:l! give her much pleasure to receive Mra.
Wellfleet and present her” granddaughter, Miss Annie
Mansfield Cullom.”

Squire Weilfleet returned the note to his wife. who con-
fronted him. helplessiy. “Well, what are we going to do
now?"’ she demanded. “I don't know much about
the wayve of ¢ity society, but common zense tells me that
to go smiling up there dressed in my best clothes to be
introduced to hat gir! is just the same as saying Ralphk
can marry her if he And not to go-
she's sent invitations to best houses in town,
I don't dare slight it
to Rocky Cove, we must keep in with them.’

Squire Wellfleet considered.

“I am not aware,” he
ever

seen

very

wants to dear me,
all the and

If the Mansfields are coming ovack

said, with dignity, “that I have
objected to my offering attention to a grand-
daughter of Madame Mansficld. And 1 have often assured
vou, Marcella, that wung wom-—lady is well enough in
herself. It is of vast importance to me whether
mother of my future gr recognized
of the Mansfield family or depend for family con-
nections upon the Culloms. no one of whom, save Silas.
ever owned a dory in Mrs, Wellfleet gave a =igh
of relief. “I'm = it’s turning out that way,
ghe declared. see ‘twas little use trying to
cross Ralph now, after giving him his own way for twen-

son

the »

the

dsons is a member

must

his life.”

re I'm glad

“I've begun t«

ty-three years. How much do you suppose old Mrs. Mans-

field is worth, Henry?
*“*Not a penny in her own right,”” replied Squire Well
fleet, grimly. *““The old cap'n must have foreseen somse

thing of this sort,

est.

for he left her nothing but a life inter-
Everything goes to the boys. But that is
here nor there, Marcella. The Wellfleets are far above
the snobbery which demands wealth. Cap'n Mansfield s
granddaughter would doubtless be regarded by
as being quite as far above our son as Seth Cullom's de-

neither

ier uncles

scendant has seemed to us beneath him 1 guess we'd
better strike an average, Marcella, and let the boy have
his way.”

Later in the dav the aged colored man delivered his

last note at the little schoolhouse. The young teacher
read it with rising color and mingled emotions. *“The
rightful place of Madame Mansfield's granddaughter in

will await her on

neither address nor

her mother's early home
2 P. M. There
Annie Cullom wistfully studied the
of affection or cordiality. She immediately determined
not to go, and her lover, who was waiting when school
was out, strongly commended her decision.

My future wife doesn’t need the belated patronage of
any wealthy relatives,”” he declared. “No doubt they
would think vou far good for me.” It was at that
moment that Annie's determination first wavered.

“1 don't quite know said, thought-
fully

Promptly at the

Saturday at
signature, and
note for any sentiment

was

too

1at is best,” she

appointed hour she stood upon the
crumblinrg ancestral porch. looking her prettiest in a fresh
muslin dress with many lace-trimmed ruffles, which
resented long hours of evening labor. There had been a
time when she looked forward to wearing it upon her
wedding day, but that was before rumor brought to her
ears the story of the Wellfleet disapproval. Now, as she
stood wailting an answer to her knock, there seemed won-
derful possibilities waliting behind that closed door

“I'm glad I came,”” she sighed, happily, before she had
crossed the threshold.

The aged colored man admitted her to a darkened par-
lor, where moth-eaten
and curious treasures,
fields from foreign
There was an

rep-

tapesiries testified to long neglect,
brought by dead and gone Mans-
covered shelves and tables.
then the maidservant,
white apron, appeared in the door-

lands,
interval of waiting,

in ruffled cap and huge
d

wav with a subdue request that the young lady “lay
off her hat and make herseif to home Another long
silence succeeded her departure, bhroken at last by the
sound of a cane upon the uncarpeted stairs. Annie Cul-

lom reproached herself for the lack of emotion with which

she arose to greet her hostess The bent figure In its
trailing robe of green silk was full of dignity, though
plainly dependent upon the stout ecane A marvelous
headdress of real lace surmounted the white curls which
hung in clusters above each ear, and the keen eves looked
upon the guest from behind blue spectacies with heavy

frames of gold As she extended a hand in greeting. the
girl noticed that it white and adorned with
many rings. “Miss Cullom, I presume,” she remarked. as
she motioned the guest to a chair. I am glad to see that
vou favor vour mother's side of the house.”” All the
carefully prepared forsook her memory.
ma'am,”” she said, helplessly

There was an awkward
upon the poren outside
pulsively, as her
bidding gesture.

was very

girl's
speeches “Yes,
silence, broken by
“Let me go,”
hostess rose,

footsteps
the girl said, im-
The old lady made a for-
not, my dear.,” she replied.
“I will ring for Repeaied rings, however,
failed to make impression wupon Ebenezer, and
madame turned helplessiy to her guest. “[ shall have to
permit you, « hild,” she said, regretfully. ‘“Martha is in-
disposed this afternoon, and | do not like to disturb her.
After all, what more appropriate than that a daughter of
the house first open these long-closed doors to jts guests?”

The guests came in a body, and no one who had been
invited was wanting. The hostess, leaning upon her cane,

“Certainly
Ebenezer.”
any

received them graciously, though with manifest conde-
scension, and introduced each one with impressive cere-
mony to “the only granddaughiter of the house,” whom all

present had known from babyhood. Yel each one seemed
to view the girl with new vision as she moved about the
spacious rooms upon madame’'s many behests,

“Quite to the manor born,”” quoted Seraphina Briggs,
the village poetess. The minister, to whose dreamy life
littie of Rocky Cove gossip ever penetrated, leaned toward
Mrs. Wellfleet. ""Am 1 premature in congratulations?” he
askea. "I think 1 have understood that your son——"'

It was Mrs. Weilfleet's opportunity to set matters
right at a single stroke. ‘Oh, ves, it is well understood
among our friends that Ralph has chosen a daughter for
us.” she said, graciously, with a fond glance in Annie's
direction as the girl left the room in search of Ebenezer.
The aged hostess had noted both words and glance, and
an expression of disapproval crossed her face. She turned
to- the squire's [ad}'. “May 1 ask for an explanation,
madame?”’ she said, politely. “Did 1 understand that Miss
Cullom has already formed an attachment for some young

man? That would, indeed, be a matter of deep regret. |
trust I misunderstood you.” Mrs. Wellfleet explained
humbly. “They grew up together,” she urged, “and have

been devoted friends from childhood.”” She suddeniy for-
got all her own opposition in her eagerness to combat
that of her hostess. Madame shook her head. “I do not
approve of these youthful attachments,” she declared,
severely. ‘I shall wish to inquire very closely into the
young man’s character and antecedents. A granddaugh-
ter of this house may well look higher than the son of a
country lawyer. Pardon me, do I understand it Is your
son? Feli, in that case, 1 trust vou will join me in per-
suading the young people to reconsider it." Mrs, Well-
fleet gasped. “Oh, 1 could not think of doing so,” she re-
plied. “MY son's happiness is at stake.”

The granddaughter of the house returned from a vain
quest, and in the continued absence of Ebenezer, served
the guests with fruit cake and ambrosia, which had been
long since made ready in the long dining room. It was

she who accompanied each guest departing to the door,
and received their compiiments upon the beauty of the
old place. Mrs, Wellfleet, suddenly apprehensive for her
son’s future happiness, lingered until the last. “Will you
give me a rose for Ralph, my dear?” she asked, as she
stood beside the vine-covered pillars of the old perch.
NQ thought of resentment 'ingered in the girl's mind as
she reached above her head to secure a creamy blossom
more perfect than the rest. “‘Gh, ves, indeed.” she said.
She went back to the parlor, hoping for a more perfect
understanding with her hostess, whom she had not as vet
ventured to address by a more familiar title than
“madame.” The old lady had risen, and was making a

happens than that a repenting soul on the borders of tha
other world should be given a chapce to set things right
again. And I'd like to h you tell me one thing; If it
wasn't Madame Mansfield herself, who was {17

Annie Cullom, with the gifts she had received at the
Mansfield house, waited upon Madame Manszfield
son at the little village hotel next morning Th
man surveyed her thoughtfully as he listened to her
story; it had already reached his ears in various forms

said, Kindly “1 don’'t
who could tell whether
Nearly
from there years

“Keep the trinkets, child
imagine there Is any living
they belong in the old house or not
of value have been carried away

one

must

“How'd you ever come to do such a thing, Serepty?

Elow, but dignified, exit from the room.

“I think I had better be going,” the girl =aid, doubt-
Tully

“"Don’t be in a hurr urged madame, politely.

Anuie put on her hat before the long mirror in the
hall. ‘I've had a lovely afternoon,” she said, shyly.

“It has been a mutual pleasure,” replied madame,
without enthusiasm “The more so that this is your
proper and rightful place. You must become fully ac-
quainted with the old place, and 1 should like to have

you come every afternoon as soon as school is over, and
remain untii evening. 1 may not often be able to receive
vou in person, but Martha and Ebenezer will see that you
have attention. And”—she paused a moment to
look searchingly into the girl's face—"'was there a young
man whom I heard mentioned? Pardon an old woman's
interest in my dear—I should be glad if he came,
sometimes. It is a long time since these old gardens
have been honored with lovers’ confidences.” There was
no hint of the disapproval which had sent MTs. Wellfleet
away troubled, and Annie Cullom walked down the shad-
owy avenue light-hearted.

*“It 1sn’t at all like what 1T supposed a grandmother
would be,” she reflected. “It is far more like having a
fairy godmother, who smooths out all the tangles in life
and gives you everything you want in a wholly imper-
sonal way."’

So it came about that on each succeeding summer aft-
ernoon the interested eyes of Rocky Cove beheld Madame
Mansfield's granddaughter enter the rusty iron gates of
her mother’'s home. The likeness to a fairy god-
mother deepened, for. after that first Saturday, the mis-
tress of ‘he house was invigible., Alwavs Ebenezer or
Martha admitted the guest, and later served a dainty tea
from a table spread with heavy damask and set with
rare china And each evening before she took her de-
parture Martha came down with a mysterious package
from her mistress; once it contained a string of pearls,
again a length of rich lace—always some relic of olden
time Martha also accompanied her home on the first
evening, but after that there was always Ralph, who liked
to spend long, twilight hours in helping her explore the
old housge and gardens. Sometimes a face surmounted by
a lace headdresc looked down upon them from an upper
window. but Madame Mansfield never appeared in person.

“Mother wants you to come over to tea Wednesday."”
Ralph said, a little awkwardly, as they stood one evening
beside a ruined fountain. ‘‘She thought we might have a
little engagement party after. She and father both think
we needn’'t wait longer than October.”” He paused a mo-
ment, to continue in an apologetic tene: *““You mustnt
think it all on account of your grandmother, Annie. You
gee, they didn't really know vou before.” And Annie gen-
erously responded: ““Oh, that's all right.”

The engagement party was duly celebrated, and Mrs.
Wellfleet, with satisfied manner, presented her futlure
daughter to all of Rocky Cove and half of Seaboro. Only
Madame Mansfield sent a stiffly worded note of regrets.
Mrs. Wellfleet drew a long breath of reliéf when the
evening was over. “She can't very well make any objec-
tions now,”’ she assured her husband. *“I've been fearful
ever since I saw her that she'd got higher plans for the

every

vouth

100,

early

girl.”
“EBven Madame Mansfield's granddaughter might do
worse,” declared Squire Wellfleet, with a satisfied glance

at his stalwart son.

It was less than a week iater that a long. procession
of hired teams from Pegasset, the nearest railway center,
preceded by the Pegasset hearse, wound slowly through
the streeis of Rocky Cove to the village cemetery; and
all the little village was electrified by the anmbuncement
which spread from house to house and sounded through
the narrow streets: *‘It's the Mansfield family come back
to bury the old lady. They say she's been paralyzed and
helpless for ten months, and scarcely known the folks
that took care of her.” =

A delegation of puzzled citizens set forth to seek an
explanation from the inhabitants of the old Mansfield
house, only to find it closed and tenantless once more.
The rusty iron gate was locked against all intruders. But
for the cieared avenue to the front perch and the scat-
tered rose petals upon the lawn, where only last evening

the lovers had fought a mimic battle with roses as weap-

ons. the whole stcry of the old house’'s occupation might
‘e been a4 dream.
ha\"l don’'t know it makes any difference,” Mrs. Well-
fleet declared, crisply, to those of her neighbors who ven-
tured to ask her sentiments upon the day's revelations.
~Annie's clear Mansfield, as all Rocky Cove has been
eager to discover in the last six weeks, and I, for one,
shan't be sorry to have my son and his wife to myself
without constant interferin’ from those that thinks them-
selves better than other folks. No, I'm not a mite super-
stitious., and I can’'t say I fully agree with thgse who
think the old lady’'s spirit’s been back here tryin’ to rec-
tify its mistakes, while her body's been lyin’ helpless and
acarce preathin’ down there in the eity. Still, I'm not
prepared tn say some v's got to be wrong in these mat-
ters, and it may be me. There's many more unjust things
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of his own blood
“Well, well aid I 1 I was ] g the old
place without a shadow of regret, but 1 find it gives me
a sense of satisfaction, after all, to know that it Is not
going out of the family. You must let me know wher
the wedding dav is set
On the morning O S H ym, with
her two valises, walked briskls the grav path
Mrs. Wellfleet's back door. Purple f t flowers and bri
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to retrim my bonnet before ti wved 4 r s
piained Serepta was neve wan unweicome guest in a bus
household, and Mrs. Wellfleet, erburdened with many
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it is weighing on my mil » extent I shan't en-
joy the services unless 1 speak Her hostess regarded
her with perplexed face Well,” she said, inquiringly
“1 was Madame Mansfield ( fessed Serepta. Mrs.
Welifleet’s amazement far weighed he gnation
“For the land sake,”” she said, helg y. ow'd you
ever come to do s 1 thing, Ser and how'd ou
ever dare? Serep kK her rufi
“1 never c¢ouid bear to sit and see things 18,

when a little management would set * she ex-
plained And I thought it would do Rocky Cove good
to be reminded that blood is blo r
is surely no presumption in a L a
duke representing a s« aptain's wi int

church people, Mrs. Well-

want it to get out among the
fleet. but I wag a play ac in my youth

Mrs. Wellfleet looked impressed ‘I've often heard
said there was sometl y mysterious in your past, shig
admitted. ""But even then I don’'t see how you managed,
Serepta. There was all that hired help, and the expense

of keeping them

For the first time Serepta betrayed embari:

“The expense was very little, after i,
slowly. “‘For there wasn’'t so much he S d
to be. I was the hired woman

She hesitated. looking nervously @ room. Then
dropping her voice to a whispel e “1 was

hes I was—Mrs. Well
Rocky Cove, T will

but 1 was the—it was I that
I regret. To think the

the hired man that cut the 1
fleet, if you ever dare 1o
declare it a base fabricat
was the colored man., Tt
great-granddaughter of an English duke could so far for-
get her maiden modesty as to walk the streets in men’'s
atti The rest of it was easily accomplished. I was
always a born contriver, you know.

Mrs. Wellfleet hesitated, a prey to var
emotions, as she strove to recall the even
sation of that afternoon at the Mansfield house.

mention it in

t is all

1

ious conflicting

s and conver-

“Well.,” she said, in a8 half-offended tone, "“I'm glad
to have the mwstery cleared up. It has troubled Annie
more than a little. 1 don’t know as you'd better advertise

it outside the family. Walkin' round in men's clothes
and lampblack on your face is kind of bold, and it might
lose friends fer vou. Otherwise. 1 can't see as there's a
mite of harm doae! As you've hinted out, there was
those who used to look down on Annie, and it's done them
g00d to find she wasn't a nobody, arter all, if her mother
did marry beneath her. I guess when they come to see
a hundred-deliar check from her uncles among the wed-
ding gifts. they'll decide she's part Mansfield, after all.’

Serepta laid aside the completed ruffle. ““1 believe I
will retrim my bonnet now,” she said.




